THE VENGEANCE OF MINE

MATSUMUJRA and his pretty wife, 0-Yoshi, lived in
a Japanese village so quaint and altogether beautiful
that it seemed like Fairyland itself.

These good people often asked Miyahana, the story-
teller, to come and tell them one of his wonderful
tales.

^Dear lord,^ said O-Foshi, holding her husband's
big brown hand, (c I have a fancy to hear Miyahana
tell one of his stories to-night/'

{e Presently he will come, little one. I have asked
Miyahana to call to-night. What shall the story be ?
Of love, or war ? War, I think."

" No, no," replied 0-Yoshi, laughing. " Let it be
a true love story. All the best love stories contain
much in the manner of war, so we shall both be
satisfied/?

A moment later, Miyahana came into the room,
bowed ceremoniously to his guests, and sat down by
a low wooden table, cooling his heated face wifch a
big fan.

" Hitherto," began Miyahana slowly, tapping his
fan on the small table, "I have made up the
stories you have been honourably pleased to listen to.